FROM THE SALOON 
TO THE PULPIT 


OR 
THE LIFE OF BLUM H. VESTAL 
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THE WAY OF HOLINESS 


When first T heard of holiness IT thought it must be right; 
It seemed to fit the Bible, And be the Christian's light. 

I heard the people sniging, And testifying, too ; 

They seemed to love their Savior, As Christians ought to do. 


CHORUS 


We'll sing and we'll preach, 
We'll preach the way of holiness so true, 
We'll sing and we'll preach, 
Till our precious loving Savior’s face we view. 


I went to a campmecting And heard them preach and sing ; 
They surely preached the Bible And made the welcome ring. 
It made me think of heaven, The Christian’s home on high ; 
Where they will live forever, And never, never die. 


I little thought of joining, I said 1 could not stand 

‘To be among the people ‘That's called the “holy band,” 

‘The world looked down upon them, And said they were 90 rash, 
They often spoke against them, And said they were but trash. 


But as I went to hear them, And saw the way they did, 

I saw they had a treasure, From worldly people hid 

‘They seemed to be so happy, And filled with Christian love ; 
When people talked about them, They only looked above. 


My heart began to hunger, And thirst and burn within ; 

I wanted full salvation A freedom from all sin. 

I went to God for holiness, And called upon his name; 

He cleansed my heart completely, And filled it with the same. 


And now I'm one that bears that name, That happy “holy band” ; 
I've crossed the river Jordan, And live in Canaan land. 

The atmosphere is pleasant, And fruits of every kind, 

When you reach heaven’s portals, I'll not be far behind. 


—F, M. Graham, 


Part I 


SKETCH OF-THE LIFE OF B. H. VESTAL 


I was born in Yadkin, three miles west of Yadkinville, in a 
log house near what was called the Sol Branch, on the 19th day 
of March, 1874. My father’s name was Solomon. He was known 
far and near as a man who made, sold and drank whiskey. 
He raised a family of thirteen children, eight boys and five girls, 
all of which are living at this writing, as far as I know. He 
was a man who took no interest in education, Sabbath-school, 
and preaching. We children were never permitted to attend 
Sabbath-school or church, but were driven through the cold and 
heat to make whiskey and brandy. He ran a government dis- 
tillery and also blockade distilleries. I can remember grinding 
apples at the brandy distillery when I was not tall enough to 
reach the hopper and would have to stand on a block to feed the 
mill. 

We were also taught to drink as well as make it, and to sell 
it to others. I can remember my father sending me to public 
gatherings when I was a very small boy, with a gallon or two 
of liquor and a glass, and I would stay in the woods and seil 
it to those who came to buy. I have carried a number of gal- 
lons of liquor in buckets and jugs to our nearest towns and ex- 
changed it to the merchants for goods. 

My father, like all other men who dealt in whiskey, began 
to drink and gamble, and kept on until he lost everything he 
had. At one time he was worth quite a little, but he lost it all 
in paying out fines. 

Now, dear reader, I wish I were able to tell you all that hap- 
pened during these days, but it is a long story and some of it is 
too cruel to mention. I will, however, for the benefit of others 
mention a few things that happened in those days. 

As I told you before, my father began to drink and staying 
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away from home, and when he was at home there was no peace 
in the household. If there ever was a home on earth that had 
hell in it, that home was ours. I had a very good mother, but 
ah, what a home she had to live in! More than once have I 
seen my father take a whip or a chair and drive my mother 
from the house, even at night with a little one in her arms and 
one or two at her side. This would always happen just after 
he had been off drinking and gambling and had lost what money 
he had. At such times he would come home and take his spite 
out on his wife and children, just like all other men who follow 
drinking and keep bad .company. 

He continued to do this until one day while drunk he moved 
ail his property and children who were at home with the ex- 
ception of the baby, to a little log house about 16 by 20 feet, 
off in a desert place about a mile from the public road. By this 
t'me I was getting large enough to remember what happened. 
Dear reader, I wish that I could talk to you face to face and 
tell you what I witnessed w'th my own eyes during the few 
years that we lived in this little log house without a mother. 
My father would have dances and frolics in our home, and I 
have seen both men and women dance, drink and get so drunk 
that they would lie on the floor and around the house all night 
and sometimes two or three nights together. 


Our home was within a mile and a half of the church, but 
we were never permitted to go to Sabbath-school or preaching, 
and no preacher ever came to our house. I don’t remember 
ever hearing a prayer prayed or a religious song sung in our 
home. I do remember one time when there was a camp-meeting 
being held at Center Church, that we heard people sing while 
we were grinding apples and making brandy. I remember 
that, during a revival held at this place, men would come on 
Sundays and at night and buy liquor, get drunk and gamble. 

I have known my father to get drunk and to remain so for 
four weeks at a time. During these times he would be perfectly 
wild. Sometimes he would get up on a cold night and walk 
through the snow and ice with orly his night clothes on and 
bare-footed, cursing at the top of his voice, declaring that he 
was going to kill some one. I have also known him to sit on 
the side of his bed at night with a revolver in his hand and a 
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box of cartridges, and shoot them all away into the fireplace 
and other places in the house while we children were hid, some 
on and some under the bed, and others in the loft of the little 
log cabin, not knowing when we were going to be killed or hit 
with a bullet. God cared for and protected us while in this dan- 
ger. He would take these spells that lasted four or five weeks, 
keep us children awake at night waiting upon him, threatening 
to kill us while we were doing so, and then in the day he would 
give us tasks, a certain amount of work to do, and if we failed 
to get it done, we had whippings too cruel to mention, 

Dear reader, I am not telling this to cast reflection on my 
father, but only to show you what the devil and liquor will do 
for a man. My father was kind-hearted and a good neighbor 
when he was sober, but when he took these drinking spells he 
would get mad at everybody and would have no reason, I 
have had to get up out of bed more than once and go with my 
elderbrother to our uncle's, Wm. Holeomb’s, Fred Wagoner’s 
and other places three and five miles from our home to get liquor 
for him. This was after he had lost all of his property and had 
stopped making liquor for himself. Dear reader, this may 
seem like fiction to you, but it is not half what I could tell. Pen 
and time will never be able to tell what we children witnessed. 

At one time my father owned considerable property, but he 
continued to make, sell and drink whiskey until he lost all that 
he had, and, like all other men who have ever had anything to 
do with liquor, he got into trouble with the State and Federal 
courts. How well I remember the morning when he carried 
my mother to the courthouse in Yadkinville and made her sign 
away her right to the home and the last foot of land we had. He 
did this in order to keep out of jail. This was before he left 
my mother and moved away. He continued in this business 
until the time came when he had no friends, began to pay his 
fines and costs by staying in jail. During this time we children 
began to leave home and scatter out over the country. 

I will now tell you about the first time I went to church. It 
was after I was sixteen years of age. One afternoon father 
gave my brother and me a task and said that if we got it done 
in time we might go with our cousins at night to the closing 
exercises of a school which was to be held in the church, We 
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finished our task and I went to a church that night for the first 
time in my life. I remember well how I entered the church. 
It was the first time I had ever been to a gathering like this. 
The church was packed to its utmost capacity, every seat being 
taken with the exception of around mourners’ bench which 
was in front of the pulpit, and I sat down on this, facing the 
congregation. I discovered the people were laughing, but did 
not know what they were laughing about until my cousin told 
me that I must pull off my hat. I have often thanked the Lord 
that I took a seat on the mourners’ bench the first time I ever 
entered church, although at that time I did not know what it 
was for, but, praise the Lord, I found out later. 


The next time I was at church I was nineteen years of age. 
This was after our home was broken up and we children were 
seattered over the land. At this time I was living in the little 
town of Yadkinville, and, of course, I was still in the liquor 
business, drinking and retailing as I had been taught to do. I 
had lived there and drank and sold liquor until the good citizens 
of the town were getting tired of it. One day a good man came 
to me and asked to talk to me a little while. I went with him 
back into his store where we sat down and he began to talk to 
me. Now this was the first time any one had ever spoken to me 
about doing better or about my soul. He told me that the people 
of the town were going to have me indicted for retailing whiskey 
and that he felt sorry for me because I had not had any chance, 
and if I would agree to go home with him he would take care 
of me and see that I was not indicted. He talked so good and 
kind to me that I accepted his proposition. How well I re- 
member how I cried when he talked to me about doing better. 
Although I had been and was at that time a bad boy, yet I had 
a tender heart and only needed some one to tell me of the better 
way. 

I went home with the good man,that afternoon and that night 
his wife gave me some soap and warm water and had me to take 
a bath, then she gave me some of her husband’s clothes. They 
were too long and large, but I rolled and tucked them until 
I made them fit. I was then shown where I should sleep, and 
there I found a nice, clean bed which was something new to me. 
Now, dear reader, you can imagine how I slept that night. Oh, 
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it was so much better than sleeping in hay racks and barn lofts 
and then I could sleep in peace, too, as I was not afraid of any 
cfficer, as the man to whom I had been hired had promised to 
protect me. This was on Monday night. I remained with these 
good people until the following Sunday morning. After break- 
fast on Sunday morning I thought I would go back into town 
and spend the day with my old associates, but the good man 
begged me not to go, to stay and go to Sunday-school with them 
I started on the road to town, but his good wife came to the 
door and pursuaded me to come back. She said, that if I would 
do so, her son and daughter would keep me company and go with 
me to Sunday-school and meeting. I decided to stay, and that 
afternoon for the first time in my life I went to Sabbath school. 

At that time I was over nineteen years of age and did not 
know one letter from another. We entered the church and heard 
them singing; then the superintendent read and prayed. This 
was the first time I ever heard the Bible read and also the first 
time to hear anyone pray. After reading and praying, the sup- 
erintendent said, “The classes will now take their places.” I 
was invited into a class, but could not read. I listened to the 
little boys and girls reading, and, ah, how my heart did hunger 
to read. It was then that I began to see my misfortune and to 
come to myself. I remember very well how I was dressed. I 
was barefooted and had on a coat that the good man had given 
me, the sleeves of which were too long for me, but I had rolled 
them under. My hat was a little ten cent straw. 

As I listened to those little folks read and answer qusetions 
I began to ery because I couldn't read. I picked up my little 
hat and left the church. I went to the woods and sat down on 
a log and began to cry and talk to the Lord the best I knew 
how. This was my first experience in trying to talk to Him. 
I told him I wanted to read like those children, and the Lord 
promised me there that I would live to read and also preach the 
Word and I have never doubted the call from that moment. I 
remember that I knelt down and prayed the best I knew how, I 
tried to utter the same words that the superintendent did. I do 
not know what I said or did, but I do know that I was real 
happy and a great burden rolled away from my heart. 

I remained with these good people about twelve months. In 


. 
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the following fall there was a protracted meeting held in this 
church where I had first gone to Sunday-school. This was the 
first meeting of the kind that I had ever attended. One night 
after Sister Annie Edgerton preached on the “New birth” and 
explained the Scriptures on how to be born again, I went for- 
ward, knelt at the altar, made a full confession, accepted Christ 
in the presence of the people and told them that I was going to 
live for the Lord. 


T attended church and Sabbath school for something near 
twelve months. During this time the good people where I stayed, 
took great pains with me, especially the boy and girl of the home 
They sat up at night and taught me my letters and also to spell 
and read a little. After my twelve months were out with this man 
I went to live with another man ; stayed with him about twelve 
months and kept up my church and Sunday school duties. After 
leaving my second employer I went into bad company and drift- 
ed away. I neglected to pray and also neglected my Christian 
duites, leaked out in my soul and wandered away from the Lord. 
During this time I went back into the drink habit and also to 
retailing, but I never forgot or doubted the promise that the 
Lord made me on the Sunday afternoon when I first prayed to 
Him near the church where I first attended Sabbath school. 

Now, dear reader, I have not time to tell you all that happen- 
ed during these few years that I was away from the Lord, and 
some of it is too bad to mention. I can truly say that my life 
was miserable. Like all backsliders who have once really known 
God and wandered away, there is no satisfaction until they come 
back to the Lord. I went back in sin so far that I hired to a 
saloon keeper and sold whiskey for him, and I want to say that 
when a man gets mean enough to enter a saloon to sell the stuff 
to men and boys that causes then to get drunk and fight and have 
to pay out fines and stay in jail, he is on dangerous ground. God 
alone can save a man from such a life as this. Many times I 
have seen mothers and sisters coming into the saloon dressed in 
mourning and with tears in theirs eyes to beg us in the name of 
the Lord not to sell their husband or brother any more liquor to 
drink. More than once have I wiped the tears from my eyes 
while some mother was in there talking to her boy and to us 
saloonkeepers about the trouble that she had seen from whiskey. 
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As God was faithful to Jonah so He was to me. Although I 
was in a saloon and dealing with the worst class of people on 
earth God would often call my attention to the covenant that I 
made with Him and He with me back in the piece of woods near 
the church where I first attended Sabbath school. One Wednes- 
day afternoon as I was in the saloon looking out of the window 
I saw a dray with a tent on it, and, being so used to shows, I 
asked at once what show it was coming to town, but the reply 
was, “It is a gospel tent. It will be erected on a lot near here 
and a man will begin meeting to-morrow night.” I inquired who 
was to be the preacher, and, oh, it was good news to me to hear 
the man’s name. It was the good man whom I dearly love, Rev. 
A. B. Crumpler. I heard him preach once before. God began to 
talk to me and my heart began to hunger. I commenced count- 
ing the cost and on Thursday I decided to leave the saloon that 
night and go to the tent®meeting, repent of my backslidings and 
come back to God, 


At this time holiness was not popular and but few preachers 
would pay any attention to holiness preaching, but thank God 
for a few preachers who had the blessing and preached it like 
Brother Crumpler. I went down to the tent that night and lis- 
tened to Brother Crumpler as he preached and explained the 
Scriptures. I remember that he said, “Though a man has gone 
deep into sin, yet if he will cry to God and repent of his sins 
there is mercy for him.” He also said that a gambler, drunkard 
and saloonkeeper could be saved if they would repent and con- 
fess their sins. Of course that took me in for I was selling, 
drinking and gambling. Oh, how my heart did burn within me 
while he was preaching. When he closed his sermon and made 
an altar call I do not know the number that went forward for 
prayer, but I do know that I was the second one to get to the 
altar and would have been the first one, but there was a man 
between me and the altar who reached there first. I repented 
of my sins and renewed my covenant with God and He wonder- 
fully pardoned me and restored unto me the joys of salvation, 
Then the call came to me as never before, “Go ye into all the 
world and preach the Gospel and tell what God has done for you.” 

The saloon keeper and also my old associates, with whom I 
had been drinking and breaking the Sabbath, said they would 
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work. I remember one time when I returned and reported to 


Mr. Morris what a good meeting the Lord had given us and the 
number of souls that had been saved, he said, “Vestal, you are 
doing a good work.’ ‘That afternoon he came to me with 
my check as if I had been working every day and also a check 
as a free-will offering. 


I worked for this company for about six years. During this 
time I was in many homes, rich and poor, black and white, 
furnishing their homes with furniture and setting up stoves and 
ranges. 1 always made it a practice while in every home to 
let it be known by singing or by speech, or in*some way that 
I was a Christian. Many times I have found good mothers in 
their homes who would give me good advice and encourage me 
to work for the Lord. I have had some real good times talking 
with them about salvation and many times I have left them 
rejoicing in the Lord. While working in these homes I had 
the privilege of seeing and learning some things, some of which 
would bless my soul while others brought grief and pain, I 
want to take time here to g've you an incident which I witnessed 
one afternoon, 


While in the suburbs of the city in a section where only color- 
ed people lived, I was hunting for a man’s house in order to 
deliver the furniture which he had bought at the store. In go- 
ing along the street inquiring for the man I saw a young white 
girl who appeared to be about sixteen years of age. Upon 
inquiring about her I found that she was a girl from a good 
family, had been reared in the country, but had left home and 
came to town, as many girls do, to work in the mills. Not 
being warned of the dangers of keeping bad company, she had 
lost her virtue and put herself in the hands of colored people 
in order to keep her parents from finding out about her trouble. 
She was still writing to her parents telling them that she was 
still working in the mills, and they knew no better. Ever since 
I renewed my covenant with the Lord, He had been burdening 
me with home missionary work, and when I found this girl, 
there was no rest for me until she was rescued and sent back 
to her parents, 


Now, dear reader, this is one girl out of hundereds and’ 
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thousands who are in this same condition and who need some 
one to rescue them and tell them of Jesus. 


I remember also one Sunday afternoon I was doing home 
missionary work in the same city in another part of the town. 
While on the street with several others singing, preaching, and 
telling people about Jesus, a colored man came to us and asked 
us if we would go into his house to see a young man who was 
sick. On entering the house we found a young white boy about 
seventeen years of age,lying on a very poor bed in a colored 
man’s home. This young man had a good mother and nice 
sisters. He had been reared in the country, but left home and 
came to town, and, like many other boys, it was the worst step 
he could take to leave his country home. He had gone with 
bad company, took up the drink habit, and within five months 
after leaving his home he was found in this condition, unable 
to help himself, and with a disease too awful to mention. 
I just want to say here, dear reader, that he is only one among 
the hundreds who are in the same condition to-day. 

T cannot describe how I felt when I knelt by this young 
man’s bed to pray for him. It was enough to break anyones 
heart to hear him tell his sad story of his good mother and sisters 
who knew nothing of his sickness and where he was, and how 
he longed to get well and go back home. God in His loving 
mercy heard and answered his prayer, saved the young man and 
arrangements were made for him to be moved from this place 
and put where he could be cared for. He recovered sufficiently 
from his disease to be allowed to enter home so he could enjoy 
life once more with his mother and sisters. 

If there is any one thing that blesses my soul more than any- 
thing else it is when I help to get some boy or girl out of trouble 
like this. We often hear the returned missionaries from the for- 
eign fields state the great needs of their land, and our hearts 
are touched while they are telling it and when an offering is 
taken we sometimes give all that we have to send the Gospel to 
them, and that is good—we ought to do so. But did you. ever 
stop to think of the thousands of fallen boys and girls who have 
no one to speak to then about Jesus that are in the homeland— 
in so called Christian America, with her thousands of preachers 


and churches,—and sometimes within a stone's throw of the ° 
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church, or the preacher's door. Oh, the times I have thought of 
our Savior's words, “Pray ye, therefore, the Lord of the harvest 
that He will send forth laborers into the harvest.” (Matt. 9:38.) 
I believe that Jesus meant exactly what He said when He said 
“Jaborers.” I do not believe that He meant at all the preachers 
who are getting large salaries for preaching once or twice a 
week, then spending the remainder of their time at ball games, 
theatres, and smoking cigars. Then during the summer season 
they say that it is too hot to preach and they must have a 
month's vacation at some cool country or springs and let the 
girls and boys go to the bad. I believe that Jesus meant when 
He said “laborers’’ that we should be so interested in lost souls 
that we would never find any time to attend ball games, theatres, 
fairs, nor any of the devil’s snares, nor take a vacation at some 
cool place, but that we should put in all of the time helping to 
rescue fallen boys and girls, and in going from house to house 
reading, praying and comforting the people. 

During the few years thatI have worked with the Huntley- 
Hill-Stockton Company I was engaged in this kind of work 
and I have spent many nights on the streets in the slums of the 
town, also in cottage prayer-meetings helping to rescue people 
and point them.to Jesus, and many times when I would go home 
and lie down I would be so burdened for lost souls that I could 
not rest. In the latter part of the last year I worked for 
this company God burdened me so with the home missionary 
work that I would have to stop working for them and enter 
upon the work that God was calling me to do. They at first 
seemed to think I was making a mistake and tried to persuade 
me to remain with them. At this time they were paying me 
$12.00 per week. I gave in my time and told them that I was 
going to enter the Bible School at Greensboro to prepare myself 
for home missionary work. I shall never forget the morning 
when my good friend and brother, Mr. J. H. Early, my fore- 
man at that time, took me aside and asked me why I was leaving. 
He asked me if it were a question of money, and if it were for me 
to mention the price. Then he offered me $15.00 per week. 
I told him I would answer him next morning. That night in 
prayer, asking the Lord concerning this, He showed me at once 
that He wanted me to win souls for Him. He also showed me 
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that I could be the instrument in His hands of leading many 
souls to Him that no other one could reach. On my arrival 
at the store next morning I reported to Mr. Early what the 
Lord had shown me during the night, that it was not the question 
of more money for work, but is was lost souls that were at stake 
and God was calling and I must go. I shall never forget how 
Mr. Early looked at me and said, “Vestal, I believe that you 
are in earnest about this and we will persuade you to stay no 
longer, but will do what we can to help you.” 

He reported at the office that I was going to quit. Mr. M. 
D. Stockton, who was secretary and treasurer of the company 
at that time, called me to the office to have a talk with me in 
regard to my going to school. He is a real good man. He told 
me he was interested in me and wanted to see me do well. He 
said that he was afraid I was making a great mistake—a man 
of my age leaving a good job to enter school. He stated that 
it would be hard for a man of my age to get hold of studies, 
especially one who had no more learning than I. He told me 
of men whom he knew who said they were called to preach and 
had made a failure. I replied to Mr. Stockton that I was not 
the man who made the mistake and told him that God was 
calling me and that I believed that if I would obey He would 
see me through. He asked me how I was going to support my 
family while I was in school and I told him that the Lord 
alone knew, but that I believed He was going to see us through. 
He asked me about how much money I had and I told him about 
ten dollars. He looked at me as if he thought I was foolish to 
leave a job of work and enter school with a wife and four child- 
ren and only ten dollars, 

Mr. Stockton gave me some good advice and I accepted it, 
but it was God who was calling me and telling me to have faith 
in Him, that He would see me through. I worked out my time 
and left for the Bible School. I give below the testimonials 
which were given me from the company for which I worked: 
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It affords me much pleasure to say that I have known Mr. B. H. 
Vestal for the past five years. For three years past I have had him 
with me as my right hand man in the stove and range department of 
the Huntley-Hill-Stockton Company of this city and I have ever found 
him faithful in every work assigned him, no matter how small. His 
deep spiritual life has been a blessing to me. I verily believe that he is 
truly called of God into the field of labor he is about to enter. I feel 
that I know him as a man strictly faithful, honest and upright. 

Very sincerely, 
J. H. EARLY, 
Mer. Stove and Range Dept., 
Huntley-Hill-Stockton Co. 


Winston-Salem, N. C., Jan. 25, 1911 


I know Mr. B. H. Vestal by his having been employed by the same 
firm as myself for the past several years, I learned to appreciate him 
by noticing his faithful, conscientious daily work and conduct, and 
each succeeding day has strengthened my belief that he is truly an 
earnest, consecrated Christian. 

I have faith in his future, believing he will do much good. He has 
some rare gifts to help him in the work he has chosen, but above all 
he has the Spirit of Christ. 

Any aid given him, I believe, will prove “Bread cast upon the wat- 
ers.” Mr. Vestal will always have my best wishes and earnest prayers. 
J. HARTWELL BRUNT, 


Winston-Salem, N. C., Jan. 25, 1911 


To whom it may concern:— 

Mr. B. H. Vestal has been in our employ for the past several years. 
During this time we have found him to be a faithful and conscientious 
employee, ever ready and willing to execute with his best efforts the 
duty assigned him. We further believe him to be a man of uprightness 
and integrity, and a consecrated Christian. We feel sure the work he 
is about to prepare himself for will be executed with energy, zeal and 
faithfulness, and that any aid given him will prove a wise and pro- 
fitable investment for the givers. 

HUN'TLEY-HILL-STOCKTON Co, 
M. D. Stockton, Treas. 
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Part II 


FAITH 
“Have faith in God.” (Mark 11:22.) 


About seven years ago the Lord began to speak to me about 
home missionary work. Being unqualified for the work I be- 
gan to make excuses. I had no means to go to school and pre- 
pare for this work, and I knew of no school at this time where 
a man of my age and standing could enter. For four years 
the Lord kept pleading with me concerning this work. I told 
Him that I had a good job and was making $12.00 per week 
and that I would give the tenth of all my income to help sup- 
port some one else, but that did not satisfy the Lord. 


During these four years I attended Sabbath school and con- 
ducted from one to three cottage prayer-meetings each week, 
also helped in several revivals. But the Lord kept talking to me 
about the needy people in the neglected places who have nothing 
to support a preacher, and others who are staying at home on 
account of lack of clothes, and others who need encouragement 
to attend church. In the latter part of these four years of talk- 
ing with God I heard of the Bible School in Greensboro, N. C. 
One of the students from this school, Rev. P. F. Bean, told me 
that it was the very place for me to go to prepare myself for the 
work that the Lord had laid on my heart. I made a trip to 
Greensboro and met Brother Cox, the superintendent of the 
school. I stated to him my condition and his big heart being 
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always open and anxious to help poor boys and girls get an 
education, he said to me, “Brother Vestal, come on and we 
will do the best we can for you.” 

On the 17th day of March, 1911, I moved to Greensboro from 
Winston-Salem to enter the Bible School. After renting a 
house and moving in, buying a few groceries and some fuel, I 
examined my pocketbook and found that I had only four dol- 
lars. The devil told me that I had made a big mistake by leay- 
ing my job of work where I had been offered fifteen dollars 
a week if I would stay. He also said that I would not be able 
to go to school as I had no means of support. I listened to 
him for a few minutes, then I turned to him and said, “I re- 
member a few nights ago while in prayer to God He promised 
me that He would be with me always even unto the end of the 
world, and that He would supply all my needs according to 
His riches in Glory by Christ Jesus.” The Lord had told me 
to come to the Bible School and so I praised the Lord with my 
family and said, “Praise God, I am here!” 

I decided that I would get a job of work, work in the 
day time and go to school at night until the Lord opened the 
way for me to enter the day school. On my way to get a job 
the devil came and said, “Do you know there are plenty of 
good men walking the streets and can’t get work?” but I re- 
member my text, “Have faith in God.” I met J. L. Crouse, a 
contractor, and asked him for a job and he said that work was 
rather dull then, but that he was overhauling a house on West 
End, and if I cared for that kind of work I could go out and 
see his foreman. Upon arrival at the house I found that the 
foreman was a good man that I dearly love, Bro. Wm. A. Ashley. 
My faith began to increase for I was sure Brother Ashley would 
do all in his power to help me. I secured a job with him and 
went to work. On the second day in the afternoon while tear- 
ing off the old plastering and making ready for the new I began 
to sing and praise the Lord for His goodness to me. While 
working and singing the Lord began to ask me questions. First, 
He asked if I was going to give the tenth of the income as I 
had been doing, and I asked Him if I couldn't keep the tenth 
and use it to pay my way through school, but again my text 
came to me, “Have faith in God,” and I said with a great big 
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“Yes,’ “Yes, Lord, the tenth is thine of all my income.” 
On the third day after we arrived in Greensboro upon my 
return from my work in the evening I found a note as follows: 


Winston-Salem, N. C, 
Dear Brother Vestal: — 

I understand that you have moved to Greensboro to enter school. En- 
closed you will find our check for nine dollars to help bear your ex- 
penses, and we will help you more in the coming months. 

TAYLOR BROTHERS 


Of course I felt good when I read this. Then I opened 
another letter which I had received and found enclosed a check 
which I mistakenly thought was fifty cents, signed by R. J. 
Reynolds, Winston-Salem, N. C. I called my wife and children 
and told them that I had received two checks, one for nine 
dollars and the other for fifty cents, and we had a good time 
praising the Lord. The next day I returned to my work and 
at dinner time I told Brother Ashley about receiving a check 
for fifty cents and asked him if he thought the bank would rec- 
ognize a fifty cent check. He asked me to let him see the check 
and to my surprise he read the check for fifty dollars instead 
of fifty cents, so you see I needed to go to school. Of course that 
made me feel good all over and I was made to remember God's 
promise to me and my text, “Have faith in God.’ 

I quit my job of work that day and entered school the next 
and remained until the close, which was about two months. 
This was my first schooling with the exception of thirty days 
which I had received after I was twenty-one years of age. 

At the close of the school I entered upon the Master's 
work and He gave me many souls for my labor that summer 
I had the privilege of carrying the Gospel to some people in our 
homeland who had never heard the glad tidings of Jesus having 
power to save from sin. Some of these were sixty, or seventy, 
and even ninety years of age. I remember one home where I 
prayed for a very wicked man and his wife and invited them 
to our next service, a cottage prayer-meeting. They both came 
and asked an interest in our prayers. On the following Sunday 
while I was preaching in the afternoon, telling the people about 
Jesus and his power to save, this poor old man arose and said, 
“Pray for me for I am lost.” I stopped preaching and asked 
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him to kneel. By this time his wife and others were crying 
and asking for prayer. They were all saved and I wish you 
could have been present and heard this man’s testimony. He 
said that he was about sixty years of age and there had been 
nine deaths in his home, but that I was thé first man who had 
ever prayed in his home. I have seen this man several times 
since and he is still going on with the Lord. This is only one 
case among many that I have witnessed. 

During that first summer I had the privilege of seeing about 
five hundred people profess Christ. Many of them have joined 
some church and are attending preaching and Sabbath School. 

In the winter of 1911-12 I entered the Bible School again 
and remained until spring. During this time I was taken sick 
and for several days was confined to my bed and, of course, 
the devil began talking to me again, telling me that my family 
would starve. I called his attention to the way God had been 
supplying my needs. but he said, “You were well then and 
could get out and care for your family, but now you are sick 
and starvation is at your door.” There is a way to get rid of the 
devil. I sent for Brother Cox to come and pray for me. He 
came and anointed me in the name of the Lord and He wonder- 
fully touched my body and I immediately began to mend. The 
mext day I was able to sit up in a chair by the fire and while 
sitting there my wife came in and asked me for four cents to 
get a quart of milk. I told her that I had only two cents. Just 
at this instant while my wife was standing there and my little son 
waiting with a bucket to go for the milk my little daughter 
came in with a special delivery letter and the book, which the 
boy, who had delivered the letter had brought for me to sign. 
I opened the letter and enclosed were these words: 


. Winston-Salem N. C. 
Dear Brother Vestal:— 4 : 
Please excuse pencil and paper as I didn’t have time to get pen and 
ink. The Lord spoke to me about nine o'clock this morning and said to 
send yow one dollar, and to send it in haste, so I have put a special 
delivery stamp on it that it may be delivered in time. 
Your brother in Christ, 
CHAS, H. HARLEY, 


"IT was made to think again of the promise that God gave me, 
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“T will supply all your needs according to My riches in glory 
by Christ Jesus.” God will meet every promise if we will only 
have faith in Him and obey. 

A few weeks later my wife stated to me after breakfast that 
our provisions were running short. I said, “Well, we'll pray.” 
Kneeling around the family altar I told the Lord in a few 
simple words, as I knew no other way to talk, that our flour, 
meat and oatmeal were about out. These were the three articles 
that we were in need of. I told the Lord that I came to the 
Bible School because He told me to and that we were looking 
to Him for support. I asked Him to remember us and we would 
give Him the praise. I rose from prayer and went out to do 
missionary work in the town that day. I distributed tracts, pray- 
ed with people, told them about Jesus and what He had done for 
me. I returned home about an hour before sundown and sat 
down to mend my wife’s shoes. While there she came and asked 
if she might send to the store and get some meal on credit. I 
told her that I would rather not do that as I felt assured the 
Lord was going to supply our needs because He had done so 
before and I was still trusting Him. In a few minutes I saw 
two men in a buggy looking for our house. As I was tired I told 
my son to go out and tell them to hitch and come in. They came 
in and told me how the Lord.had been talking to them during 
the day. One of them said that after eating his dinner he sat 
down to read and the Lord spoke to him and told him that I was 
in need. He spoke to his wife concerning it and she said they 
would send me something later. He then dropped off to sleep and 
had a dream. He said he saw me in a needy condition and the 
Lord came to him and told him to come to my aid at once. He 
awoke, hitched his horse to a buggy and drove about a mile to 
another brother's house and found him walking about his house 
as if troubled. These men both lived seventeen miles from our 
home and knew nothing of my condition and need. 


The man who had the dream told the other brother how the 
Lord had laid it on his heart to help me and the other brother 
replied that he had been thinking of brother Vestal all day and 
that he had just been out praying about it. While they were at 
the gate talking, a good sister who lived next door asked what 
the trouble was, and when they told her she said, “I, too, have 
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been thinking of Brother Vestal all day, and I believe this means 
something.” They decided at once that they would send me 
something. One of the men put a sack of flour, the other some 
meat, and the good woman put in canned goods and oatmeal, 
and another emptied her pocket and sent all she had, I have 
told you that in the morning we asked the Lord to send us meat, 
flour, and oatmeal, and you will see that we received just what 
we asked for, some other things and also some money for good 
measure. It is just like our Lord when we obey to give us such 
things as we need. 

These two men stayed with us until after supper. My wife 
cooked some of what they brought and set it before us, but there 
was not much eating done for we were rejoicing and praising the 
Lord for answer to prayer. After the meal we had an old-fash- 
ioned prayer-meeting together and the good men hitched their 
horse to the baggy and went back home seventcen miles through 
the cold and mud and dark. At this time I was living on Hay- 
wood Street, Greensboro, N. C., and these men both lived in 
High Point a 

The Lord has not only supplied our needs in regard to pro- 
visions, but He has also supplied our need of clothing. One even- 
after I came home from school a few days before Christmas I 
was standing on our front porch doing some work on a window 
when a man came along looking for our number. He saw me and 
came to the porch with a bundle which he gave me and said, 
“Here is a Christmas gift.” I finished my work, carried the 
bundle in the house and upon opening it I was surprised to find 
a nice suit of clothes that were just the right size for me. 

I remained in school until spring and entered the field 
again for the spring and summer seasons. During this summer 
I had the privilege of again carrying the Gospe to th neeglect- 
ed places and seeing many people brought to Christ. Many of 
htem have joined churches, are attending Sabbath-school and 
some are preaching. I remained in this work until Christmas 
and then stayed in school until it closed. I re-entered the field 
and labored in home missionary work from place to place until 
Christmas 1913. 

The summer and fall of 1913 was one of the best seasons 
of my life. During this time I had the privilege of carrying the 
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Gospel to the mountain people in the southwestern part of 
North Carolina. Here I found many poor peopie, but they are 
bighearted folks. They are not able to support a missionary, 
but they gladly receive the Gospel and are still erying for me 
or some one else to come and tell the “good news’ again. Many 
of them were saved during my visit with them. After leaving 
there I spent some time in the northwestern part of North 
Carolina among some of the best people I ever met, They 
gladly received the Gospel and I have never had people to treat 
me any better than these good mountain people did. I wish, 
dear reader, that you could have been with me, and especially 
on one Sabbath morning when we baptized a number of those 
who had received th eGospel. We went from the creek after 
the baptism to a church where I tried to preach for about thirty 
minutes, but because of the press of the people I could not 
speak to them of Jesus as I would have liked. Oh, how hungry 
their hearts were for the Gospel. We were in a large church 
it was packed to its uttermost and about a third of the people 
were turned away. Every seat was taken and men and women 
stood in the aisle as close they could stand from the door to 
the pulpit and men and children filled the pulpit and sat flat on 
the floor until I had a space only about two feet square in which 
to stand to preach, and those of you who know me know that 
was not room enough for me. My text was taken from Galatians, 
fifth chapter, and first verse. The windows were full of people 
and the church was so crowded until it seemed the people 
would smother, for lack of air. We had no room for an altar 
service, but I asked the people who wanted prayer to either 
stand or raise their hand and I believe there were one hundred 
and fifty or two hundred who asked for prayer. You can see 
how hungry these mountain people are for the Gospel. Some 
may ask if there are no preachers in that country. I will say 
that I met with two or three real good preachers, but this 
place T am speaknig of was a distance from any of the preach- 
ers. 


I visited another place about twenty or thirty miles from 
this one and we had a real good meeting in the Methodist 
Church with Brother Graybeal. This is a fine country and I 
found a great many wealthy people and they also gladly received 
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the Gospel. These people are able and willing to support the 
Gospel. They gave me more at this place than all the other 
places that I visited. 

These mountain people at all these places that I visited 
are writing me every few days to come or send some one to tell 
the good news again. 

Within the past three years I have had the privilege of 
seeing about eight hundred people profess Christ. A number 
of these people are poor and are not able to support what the 
world callsbig preachers,” but I am thanking the Lord for 
saving a few little folks and calling them to do work like this. 

I feel that the Lord would have me to give you another 
incident showing you how He has been supplying my needs. 
There have been several times while in school that it seemed 
that I would have to stop school and go to work, but the Lord 
has answered prayer and brought me out so that I could remain 
in school. I remember telling Brother Cox that I should have 
to stop school on Saturday and get a job of work as I was in 
need at that time, but just like our Lord, He answered before 
Saturday. 

One Friday night I started to cottage prayer-mecting and 
while waiting for a car I knelt down in a piece of woods and 
told the Lord about my needs and asked Him if He was going to 
see me through so that I would not have to stop school, to give 
me as much as five cents that night for a witness. I went on to 
the meeting and the Lord met with us and we had a real good 
meeting. No one knew about my asking the Lord for five cents, 
but after the servige a brother came to me and gave me a dollar, 
and said that the Lord told him while I was speaking to give 
me a dollar. His wife also said that she promised the Lord 
while I was preaching to give me a dollar. I said, “Praise the 
Lord for answer to prayer. I asked Him for only a nickel and 
He gave me two dollars.” It is just like our Lord to multiply 
our blessings. I remained in school having faith in God and 
believing that He would do all that he promised to do, but on 
Saturday morning the devil began to talk to me again and said, 
“What are you going to do about the grocery bill?’ My grocery 
bill at this time was about eight dollars and the rent due was 
five dollars. He wanted to know how I was going to pay them 
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with two dollars. I said to him, “It is none of your business for 
the Lord has answered prayer and is going to supply my needs.” 
I felt assured that this would be done. I remained in school 
praising the Lord and believing that He would answer prayer. 

On Thursday morning as I went to school I felt impressed 
to look in my mail box that I kept at the schoolhouse. I found 
a letter from my good brother, Rev, C. A. Ludwick, of Gold 
Hill, N. C. stating that he was impressed of the Lord on Sat- 
urday that I was in need, and while preaching Sunday morning, 
he stated the same to his congregation and said, “If there is any 
one here who would like to help Brother Vestal and will give it 
to me I will see that he gets it as I am going to send him some- 
thing by mail to-morrow. After the service a man handed him 
ten dollars and some others gave until he was enabled to send 
me a money order of fifteen dollars. I felt real good and praised 
the Lord for answering prayer. Then I could tell the devil that 
I had money enough to pay my house rent and grocery bill and 
a little over. 

I told you in the beginning that Lord promised to supply 
all my needs according to His riches in glory by Christ Jesus. 
While in bed sick but a short time ago, I reve’ ved a letter from 
a man some distance away asking me to come to his place and 
spend a few days visiting and praying for the people and I 
answered that I would be at hand, the Lord willing, at a certain 
date. As I was getting ready to go I discovered that my clothes 
had about given out. The trousers were patched in three or 
four places and the coat sleeves were well worn, but I remem- 
bered that the Lord had promised to supply all my needs and I 
brushed my clothes and went on to the people. I remained with 
them for three days and nights and the Lord met with us in 
great power and gave us wonderful services. One good sister 
siad that she would come to see what we had to say. She came 
and listened very closely to us as we sang and prayed and 
preached. While we were preaching she shanged her mind and 
arose to her feet praising the Lord and shaking hands with the 
good people that were present. The fire began to fall and others 
fell into line and began to praise the Lord with her. Of course 
I had frogotten all about my patched clothes, but the Lord 
never forgets ones whose eyes are always open, was speak- 
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ing to the people. A few days after I arrived home I received a 
letter from a good man of that place stating that he and his neice 
and sister-in-law were sending me a suit of clothes that cost 
sixty dollars. I still “have faith in God.” 

You see that it pays to trust the Lord and have faith in Him, 
believing that He will do what He promises. These are just a 
few incidents which have occured during the last three years. I 
publish them only for the good of others. 

Up to this all my school days together would not be more 
than ten or eleven months. I am thankful and am praising the 
Lord for the opportunity of going to the school this much. I 
want to say that the Bible School at Greensboro has been a great 
hlessinng to me. I want to say further for the benefit of your 
children, of you would like for your boys and girls to become 
men and women who will be a blessing to your home and an 
honor to God, you could not do any better than to send them to 
some Bible School. I have had the privilege of pointing some 
boys and girls to such places and they have entered school and 
learned of God and his Word, and some of them are now preach- 
ing the Gospel and are a blessing to the world. 

As you read this little book I trust that your eyes will be 
opened to the need of the boys and girls having a Christian 
education, that you will fall in love with the Holiness Schools 
and send your children to them, and also speak to your neigh- 
bors concerning our schools, eternity alone can tell what Bible 
Schools have been to many boys and girls. It no doubt has kept 
many of them from going astray and has enabled them to stand 
the test and trails of this life and go through with God. 

Your brother in Christ seeking the lost, 
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